Vocalis: I Sing the Body Electric 
Texts and Translations 


“My Darling Jim,” from Glory Denied by Tom Cipullo with libretto by the 
composer. 


My darling Jim, 

Today was gorgeous outside, 

Temp’rature in the forties, not real cold. 

All the snow melted, except in the front where the sun never hits. 

The girls talk to your picture ev’ryday, and at night in their prayers they say, 
“Please keep our daddy safe. Please keep our Daddy safe.” 

My darling Jim, 

Today was gorgeous outside, 

Not real cold. 

All the snow melted, except right in front where the sun never hits. 


Cipullo, Tom. “Glory Denied (2013)” Tom Cipullo. Libretto adapted by the composer 
from the oral history “Glory Denied (2005)” by Tom Philpott. Accessed March 10, 
2021. http://www.chelseaopera.org/GloryDenied/GLORY_DENIED_Libretto.pdf. 


Anita by Amy Beach with text by Cora Randall Fabbri. 


A broad green sea the vineyard lay; 

He saw her pass along that way, 

The fair Anita. 

A little kerchief on her head, 

A little mouth, so small, so red, 

Had gay Anita. 

Plaiting the straw and singing sweet, 
He saw her with her bare brown feet, 
The fair Anita. 

"Oh, little joy of Spring," he said, 

And kissed the mouth, so small, so red, 
Of gay Anita. 

But when the ripened grapes had come, 
To stain the vines like purple foam, 
(Ah, poor Anita!) 

He was not there; she did not sing; 
And all the joy hath fled from Spring 
For fair Anita. 


Song of America. “Anita, Op. 41, no. 1.” Accessed March 12th, 2021. 
https://songofamerica.net/song/anita-op-41-no-1/. 


The Summer Wind by Amy Beach with text by Walter Learned. 


Softly the summer wind woos the rose; 
Like a fickle lover 

He kisses her petals, then off he goes 

The fair fields over. 

Yet since he has kissed her, forever the rose 
Her heart, her heart uncloses; 

And he breathes thereafter, 

Wherever he goes, 

The perfume, the perfume of roses. 


Song of America. “The Summer Wind, op. 14, no. 1.” Accessed March 12th, 2021. 
https://songofamerica.net/song/summer-wind-op-14-no-1/. 


The Blackbird by Amy Beach with text by William E. Henley. 


The nightingale has a lyre of gold, 

The lark's is a clarion call, 

And the blackbird plays but a boxwood flute, 
But I love him best of all. 


For his song is all of the joy of life, 
And we in the mad, spring weather, 
We two have listened till he sang 
Our hearts and lips together. 


The LiederNet Archive. “The Blackbird.” Accessed March 12th, 2021. 
https://www.lieder.net/lieder/get_text.html?TextId=7847. 


Mignon Lieder by Hugo Wolf with text by Johann Wolfgang von Goethe. 


Kennst du das Land? Do you know the land? 


Kennst du das Land, wo die Zitronen Do you know the land where lemon trees 


bliihn, blossom; 
Im dunklen Laub die Gold-Orangen where golden oranges glow amid dark 
gluhn, leaves? 


Ein sanfter Wind vom blauen Himmel A gentle wind blows from the blue sky, 
weht, 

Die Myrte still und hoch der Lorbeer the myrtle stands silent, the laurel tall: 
steht, do you know it? 

Kennst du es wohl? 


Dahin! Dahin 

Mocht’ ich mit dir, o mein Geliebter, 
ziehn. 

Kennst du das Haus? Auf Saulen ruht 
sein Dach, 

Es glanzt der Saal, es schimmert das 
Gemach, 

Und Mamorbilder stehn und sehn 
mich an: 

Was hat man dir, du armes Kind, 
getan? 

Kennst du es wohl? 


Dahin! Dahin 

Mocht’ ich mit dir, o mein Beschiitzer, 
ziehn. 

Kennst du den Berg und seinen 
Wolkensteg? 

Das Maultier sucht im Nebel seinen 
Weg; 

In Hohlen wohnt der Drachen alte 
Brut; 

Es stiirzt der Fels und tiber ihn die 
Flut, 

Kennst du ihn wohl? 

Dahin! Dahin 

Geht unser Weg! o Vater, lass uns 
ziehn! 


So lasst mich scheinen 


So lasst mich scheinen, bis ich werde, 
Zieht mir das weisse Kleid nicht aus! 
Ich eile von der schOnen Erde 

Hinab in jenes dunkle Haus. 


Dort rub’ ich eine kleine Stille, 
Dann offnet sich der frische Blick; 
Ich lasse dann die reine Hiille, 
Den Giirtel und den Kranz zurtick. 


Und jene himmlischen Gestalten 

Sie fragen nicht nach Mann und Weib, 
Und keine Kleider, keine Falten 
Umgeben den verklarten Leib. 


Zwar lebt’ ich ohne Sorg’ und Miihe, 


Doch fuhlt ich tiefen Schmerz genung. 


Vor Kummer altert’ ich zu frithe; 


There, O there 
I desire to go with you, my beloved! 


Do you know the house? Its roof rests on 
pillars, 
the hall gleams, the chamber shimmers, 


and marble statues stand and gaze at me: 
what have they done to you, poor child? 
Do you know it? 


There, O there 
I desire to go with you, my protector! 


Do you know the mountain and its 
clouded path? 
The mule seeks its way through the mist, 


in caves the ancient brood of dragons 
dwells; 

the rock falls steeply, and over it the 
torrent. 

Do you know it? 

There, O there 

lies our way. O father, let us go! 


Thus Let Me Seem 


Thus let me seem till thus I become. 
Do not take off my white dress! 

I shall swiftly leave the fair earth 
for that dark dwelling place below. 


There, for a brief silence, I shall rest; 
then my eyes shall open afresh. 
Then I shall leave behind this pure 
raiment, this girdle and this rosary. 


And those heavenly beings 

do not ask who is man or woman, 
and no garments, no folds 
enclose the transfigured body. 


True, I lived free from care and toil, 
yet I knew much deep suffering. 
Too soon I grew old with grief; 


Macht mich auf ewig wieder jung! make me young again forever! 


Goethe, Johann Wolfgang. “Kennst du das Land?” and “So lasst mich scheinen.” In 
Wilhelm Meisters Lehrjahre. Translated by Richard Stokes. London: Faber, 2005. 


“Hello? Oh, Margaret, it’s you!” from The Telephone by Gian Carlo 
Menotti with libretto by the composer. 


Hello! Hello! 

Oh, Margaret, it's you. 

I am so glad you called, 

I was just thinking of you. 

It's been a long time since you called me. 
Who? I? I cannot come tonight. 

No, my dear, I'm not feeling very well. 
When? Where? I wish I could be there! 
I'm afraid I must not. Hello? Hello? 
What did you say, my darling? 

What did you say? Hello? Hello? 
Please speak louder! 

I heard the funniest thing! 

Jane and Paul are going 

to get married next July. 

Don't you think it is the funniest thing 
you ever heard? I know... of course... 


And how are you? 

And how is John? 

And how is Jean? 

You must tell them that I send them my love. 
And how is Ursula, 

and how is Natalie, 

and how is Rosalie? 

I hope she's got ten over her cold. 
And how is your mother, 

and how is your father, 

and how is dear little granny? 


Ha, ha! Ha, ha! 

Ha, ha! Ha, ha! 

Oh, dear! Well then, good-bye. 

I am so glad you called, 

I was just think of you. 

It's been a long time since you called me. 


Yes, you already told me that. 

No my darling, of course I won't forget! 
Yes, goodbye, my dear, good-bye 

Yes my darling, good-bye. Yes! 

Ha, ha! Ha, ha! 

That's the funniest thing I ever heard! 
And how are you, 

and Bets, and Bob, 

and Sara, and Sam? 

You must tell them that I send them my love. 
And how is the pussycat, how is the dog? 
Oh, I'm so glad! Goodbye! 

Yes, Margaret! 

All right, all right!, good-bye! 

All right, all right!, good-bye! 

Now, Margaret, goodbye! So long. 


Menotti, Gian Carlo. The Telephone. New York: G. Schirmer, Inc., 1986. 


What Can We Poor Females Do by Henry Purcell with text by 
Anonymous. 


What can we poor females do 
When pressing, teasing lovers sue? 
What can we poor females do? 
Fate affords no other way, 

But denying or complying, 

And relenting, or consenting, 

Does alike our hopes betray. 


Purcell, Henry. “What Can We Poor Females Do.” London, England: Novello & 
Company, n.d. 


Fairest Isle by Henry Purcell with text by John Dryden. 


Fairest isle, all isles excelling, 

Seat of pleasure and of love 

Venus here will choose her dwelling, 
And forsake her Cyprian grove. 
Cupid from his fav'rite nation 

Care and envy will remove; 

Jealousy, that poisons passion, 

And despair, that dies for love. 
Gentle murmurs, sweet complaining, 
Sighs that blow the fire of love 


Soft repulses, kind disdaining, 
Shall be all the pains you prove. 
Ev'ry swain shall pay his duty, 
Grateful ev'ry nymph shall prove; 
And as these excel in beauty, 
Those shall be renown’'d for love. 


Purcell, Henry. Fairest Isle : Song from “King Arthur.” London, England: Novello & 
Company, n.d. 


Bess of Bedlam by Henry Purcell with text by Anonymous. 


From silent shades, and the Elysian groves, 
Where sad departed spirits mourn their loves; 
From crystal streams, and from that country where 
Jove crowns the fields with flowers all the year, 
Poor senseless Bess, cloth’d in her rags and folly, 
Is come to cure her lovesick melancholy. 

Bright Cynthia kept her revels late, 

While Mab, the Fairy Queen, did dance, 

And Oberon did sit in state 

When Mars at Venus ran his lance. 

In yonder cowslip lies my dear, 

Entomb’d in liquid gems of dew; 

Each day I'll water it with a tear, 

Its fading blossom to renew. 

For since my love is dead and all my joys are gone, 
Poor Bess for his sake, 

A garland will make, 

My music shall be a groan. 

I'll lay me down and die 

Within some hollow tree, 

The rav’n and cat, 

The owl and bat, 

Shall warble forth my elegy. 

Did you not see my love as he pass’d by you? 

His two flaming eyes, if he come nigh you, 

They will scorch up your hearts? 

Ladies, beware ye, 

Lest he should dart a glance that may ensnare ye. 
Hark! I hear old Charon bawl, 

His boat he will no longer stay; 

The Furies lash their whips and call, 

‘Come, come away.’ 


Poor Bess will return to the place whence she came, 
Since the world is so mad she can hope for no cure; 
For love’s grown a bubble, a shadow, a name, 
Which fools do admire and wise men endure. 

Cold and hungry am I grown, 

Ambrosia will I feed upon, 

Drink nectar still and sing. 

Who is content 

Does all sorrow prevent, 

And Bess in her straw, 

Whilst free from the law, 

In her thoughts is as great as a King 


Purcell, Henry, and Sergius Kagen. Bess of Bedlam in “40 songs for voice and piano.” 
New York: International Music Company, 1958. 
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